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Next, when I cast mine eyes and see That brave vibration each \vay free; O how that glittering taketh me!
THE APRON OF FLOWERS
To gather flowers Sappha went, And homeward she did bring
Within her lawny continent. The treasure of the Spring.
She smiling blushed, and blushing smiled,
And sweetly blushing thus, She looked as she'd been got with child
By young Favonius.
Her apron gave (as she did pass)
An odour more divine, More pleasing, too, than ever was
The lap of Proserpine.
THE VISION
SITTING alone (as one forsook) Close by a silver-shedding brook, With hands held up to Love, I wept, And after sorrows spent, I slept: Then in a vision I did see A glorious form appear to me.[591-^674            ROBERT    HERRICK                      83
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